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Welcome clang of a cowbell! My repeated shouts even-
tually brought a peasant to my side.
"I am looking for Ram Gopal Babu."
"No such person lives in our village." The man's tone
was surly. "You are probably a lying detective."
Hoping to allay suspicion in his politically troubled
mind, I touchingly explained my predicament. He took
me to his home and offered a hospitable welcome.
"Ranbajpur is far from here,'" he remarked. "At the
cross-road you should have turned left, not right."
My earlier informant, I thought sadly, was a definite
menace to travellers. After a relishable meal of coarse
rice, lentiW/zo/, and curry of potatoes with raw bananas,
I retired to a small hut adjoining the courtyard. In the
distance, villagers were singing to the loud accompaniment
of mridangas* and cymbals. Sleep was inconsiderable
that night; I prayed deeply to be directed to the secluded
yogi, Ram Gopal.
As the first streaks of dawn penetrated the fissures of
my hut, I set out for Ranbajpur. Crossing rough paddy
fields, I trudged over sickled stumps of the prickly plant
and around mounds of dried clay. An occasionally met
peasant would inform me, invariably, that my destination
was "only a krosha" (two miles). In six hours the sun
travelled victoriously from horizon to meridian, but 1
began to feel that I would ever be distant frprn Ranbajpur
by one krosha.
At midafternoon my world was still an endless paddy
field. Heat pouring from the inescapable sky was bring-
ing me to near-collapse. I saw a man approaching me at
a leisurely pace. I hardly dared utter my usual question,
lest it summon the monotonous: "Just a krosha'9.
The stranger halted beside me. Short and slight, he
was physically unimpressive save for an extraordinary pair
of piercing dark eyes.
"I was planning to leave Ranbajpur, but your purpose
was good, so I awaited you.'* He shook his finger in my
astounded face. "Aren't you clever to think that, un-
announced, you could pounce on me? That professor
Behari had no right to give you my address."
* Hand-played drums commonly used to accompany devotional
chanting (kirtan) during religious ceremonies and processions.